MABEL : Eh, Jim ?

JIM : You go, Mabel. I've got to go and see a

couple of houses below Sloane Square.

MABEL :  He's very worried,  Phil.  More bad

news to-day.

PHILIP : I say, you haven't ?

JIM : Not very nice. As a matter of fact, I think

I see my way clear to get things right.

MABEL : He doesn't, Phil. It's as rotten as it

can be.

PHILIP : I'm most awfully sorry.

JIM : Never mind.  Everything comes out all

right. We made a considerable fuss when we had

to settle down here, but we don't grumble now,

do we ?

PHILIP : That's the philosophic way of looking

at it.

MABEL : Oh, I'm perfectly happy here. Always

have been.

PHILIP :   If  it   wasn't   for   the   objectionable
tenants underneath.

JIM : Exactly.

MABEL (rising) : Well, I suppose I'd better go
and see this wall-paper.
PHILIP : Good.

MABEL : What about Freda, if you're going out ?
I'd better tell Edith.

[The door is opened by DOLLY SALES. She is a
pretty little fair-haired thing.
DOLLY : Are you people coming to tea or not ?

MABEL : Hullo, Dolly, we're just coming down,
At least I arn. Jim's got to go out.
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